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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

HEAVEN 

Ah God, that love should be 
Another road to pain, 

And beaut)' as it blossoms 
By its own terror slain ! 

Still — if death were not 
Another way to love, 

There were little need of heaven 
That sages whisper of. 

THE BUILDER 

Smoothing a cypress beam 
With a scarred hand 

I saw a carpenter 
In a far land. 

Down past the flat roofs 
Poured the white sun ; 

But still he bent his back, 
The patient one. 

And I paused surprised 
In that queer place 

To find an old man 
With a haunting face. 
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"Who art thou, carpenter 
Of the bowed head; 

And what buildest thou?" 
"Heaven," he said. 



DING DONG BELL 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust — 

Lords and ladies and loves and lust, 

Gray old mothers in the sun, 

Men grown listless when work is done — 

Ashes to ashes, the folded tent. 

The pitcher shattered, the wonder spent. 

Ashes to ashes, dust and rest — 

Blazoned glory, but sleep is best. 

Once there was clinging and a white breast small, 

But lying alone is best of all. 

Overhead the dead stars sweep — 

Night and ashes, dust and sleep. 
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